THE    DERSINGHAMS    AT    HOME         log
Mr. Smeeth, who seemed to her a terrifying figure, that
she had good prospects if she would only learn and work
hard. This Poppy fully intended to do, for—as her
testimonials were compelled to admit—she was a very
industrious and conscientious girl. She was not suffi-
ciently plain to escape entirely the attentions of the
youths who hung about the entrance to the Red Hall
Cinema in Walham Green (and Poppy frequently
visited the Red Hall with her friend, Dora Black, for she
liked entertainment), but nobody yet had said that she
was pretty. She was small and slight, had dark hair
and brown eyes, and she aimed, rather timidly, at a
Japanese or Javanese or general Oriental effect, wearing
a fringe and all that, but only succeeded in looking
vaguely dingy and untidy. Whenever she despairingly
made a special effort, plying hard the lipstick, being
lavish with the Oriental-effect face-powder, and raising
and keeping her eyebrows so high that it hurt, people
asked her if she wasn't feeling very well. This failure
to achieve the exotic beauty that was—as both she and
Dora Black believed—"her type," tended to keep poor
Poppy slightly depressed and out of love with herself.
During her first few days at Twigg and Dersingham's,
she was like a mouse. She was overawed by the new-
ness and importance of everything, and she saw that it
would be impossible for her to make a friend of the
large, superior, infinitely knowledgeable, tremendously
condescending Miss Matfield. But, like a mouse, she
kept her eyes open, missing nothing, with her busy little
Cockney mind fastened on every crumb of information
and gossip. After three days, Miss Dora Black, of
Basuto Road, Fulham, knew more, though at second-
hand, about the office staff of Twigg and Dersingham

